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tatOW youk trAouotaftas 
What is the name of this mountain? At 12,972 feet, it is the highest peak of the Canadian Rocky Mountains. View is from the 

southwest by air. Answer on page four. 
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ryulizionaary- 

The "Disease" called High Altitude Pulmonary Edema 

has become of increasing interest to doctors in the past 

few years and is doubtless of even greater interest and 

importance to climbers. Since publication of my first paper 

on the subject (New England Journal of Medicine, Sept. 8, 

1960), I have received correspondence on the subject from 

all over the world. Doctors and climbers from Japan, India, 

New Zealand, and Europe have sent me case reports and 

many have included personal experiences. 

Of even greater satisfaction to me have been letters from 

those planning expeditions who have written for advice on 

prevention and treatment. Four of these men have written 

subsequently to describe cases they have diagnosed and 

treated successfully, and I like to think that lives have 

been saved by this knowledge. The condition has been 

fatal as low as 9,000 feet, and has occurred at 7,500 feet, 

though it is more common above 15,000 feet. 

A more complete paper appeared in Medicine for Septem-

ber 1961, written by Hultgren, Spickard, Hellriegel, and 

myself, and those desiring full medical discussion of the 

condition should refer to this paper. 

Two physicians skiing at Alta in the spring of 1961 fell 

victims to the disease; neither recognized it. Both were 

taken to Salt Lake City, critic-ally ill, and there treated by 

my friend Dr. Hans Hecht who has been of great help in 

studying the condition and who was able to diagnose and 

treat correctly at once. Complete investigation of these 

cases was done, thereby adding considerably to our knowl-

edge. One of the men took a long pack trip into the High 

Sierra during the summer of 1961 and had a second severe 

attack; his life was saved by prompt recognition and by 

helicopter rescue. The other skied at Aspen in December,  

1961, allowing adequate time for acclimatization and had 

no difficulty. 

The precise cause of the "disease" is still not clear, 

but it is probable that true heart failure occurs, with the 

accumulation of fluid in lungs, even though the heart is 

normal. We are certain that the condition is brought on by 

oxygen lack, and infection, though it may follow, is not a 

cause, nor are cold, fatigue or exertion—although each 

may contribute. Many cases occur in residents at high 

altitude who descend to sea level and then return to their 

high altitude homes; the attack usually comes within one 

to three days. In these individuals one attack usually 

signals recurrences, and more than half of the cases have 

had two or more attacks. Any age may be affected, the 

youngest patient in my collection being two years old. 

Even individuals who have never been to high altitude may 

be affected on their first trip, but almost invariably inade-

quate time for acclimatization may be blamed. The usual 

story is of a rapid trip by horse or car from sea level to 

the jumping off place, followed by several days of work 

and climbing to the higher camps; symptoms may appear 

during these working days. 

Since the precise cause is not certain, prevention is not 

too certain either, but it is clear that individuals who 

allow too little time for full acclimatization run the great-

est risk. It is not possible to set up a chart for optimum 

rate of ascent because of wide individual variation, but in 

general a person may go from sea level to 8,000 feet in a 

few hours with no difficulty. Ten thousand feet may be 

reached in the next two days, and a thousand feet per day 

thereafter is tolerated by almost all. A rest period of two 

to five days at 15,000 feet is essential, and effective. 
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edema- of high altitude 

By Charles S. Houston, M.D. 

Above 15,000 feet, the old dictum of "Pack high and sleep 

low" applies, and climbers should spend several days in 

packing to a higher camp before moving up. Each individ-

ual will have to modify this schedule judging from the way 

he feels. Curiously enough, few cases have occurred 

above 22,000 feet—possibly because relatively few hardy 

souls venture that high. 

The diagnosis can be made by an informed layman with-

out too great trouble. A day or two of fatigue and listless-

ness usually precede the major episode which begins with 

such shortness of breath that the climber can scarcely 

drag around. An irritating non-productive cough appears; 

sleep is broken and restless. Soon the individual must sit 

up to breathe, his cough becomes looser and he will raise 

a thin frothy, sometimes pink sputum. The breath sounds 

are rattly, and bubbling sounds may be heard either by the 

patient or by an observer listening with his ear against 

the bare chest. The pulse is usually rapid—but may be 

slow, and the temperature may be normal or high; he is 

obviously very ill, and the apparent diagnosis would -be 

pneumonia. 

Treatment 

Treatment should be prompt and energetic. Because the 

layman may not be able to differentiate the condition from 

pneumonia, anti-biotics should be given early. Injectable 

penicillin (600,000 units every 12 hours) may be started at 

once— after being sure there is no history of allergy to 

this drug, or a broad spectrum anti-biotic such as Mystec-

lin, Achromycin or Chloromycetin (250 mg capsule every 

four hours day and night). Oxygen at a flow of four to eight 

liters per minute should be given continuously, while 
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plans for descent are made. Digitalis should be given only 

by someone familiar with this powerful drug, and it is not 

believed to be very effective at that. Diuretic agents such 

as Diruil (500 mg every four to six hours), or injected 

Salyrgan (lcc intramuscularly every twelve hours) may be 

very helpful in "squeezing" fluid out of the water-logged 

lungs. Morphine is generally contra-indicated because of 

the depression of respiration. More exotic treatments such 

as bleeding, aminophylline, Tris, and the like should be 

reserved for use by doctors only. 

Summary 

In the past few years acute pulmonary edema has emerged 

as a far from rare hazard for mountaineers. Many dozen 

cases have been reported to me from around the world, S and 

this "physiological disease" has caused many deaths, or 

near deaths. It is probably a form of heart failure though 

the heart is normal, and it is brought on by exposure to 

high altitude oxygen lack. Cold, exertion, and infection 

may contribute; but are not primary; infection may follow. 

It is usually confused with pneumonia. Prevention con-

sists in awareness of the condition, slow ascent with ade-

quate time for the full force of acclimatization, and prob-

ably avoidance of a great excess of salt. Though the con-

dition occurs in all ages, and in residents at high altitude 

who return from a trip to sea level, it is most prevalent in 

climbers going high too rapidly from sea level. Treatment 

consists first in correct diagnosis, secondly in use of 

oxygen and descent to low altitude as soon as possible, 

administration of anti-biotics (to ward off secondary in-

fection) and the use of diuretic agents. All mountain expe-

ditions planning to climb above 12,000 feet should be 

aware of the condition and taught how to recognize it. 
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Robson from the south. Emperor ridge is on left. Descent route, with 

hazardous traverse to Little Robson Col, is shown. Upper ice slopes 

are steep (about 45 degrees). 

Harry Rowed Copyrighted Photo 
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Answer to Know Your Mountains: Mount Robson 



It was early Saturday morning, July 15th, when Ron Perla 

and I left Salt Lake City in our attempt to climb the 

"Emperor Ridge" of Mount Robson. Sunday morning was 

spent making last-minute preparations in Jasper and talk-

ing with local guide Willie Phfister about our proposed 

climbs and of other virgin routes in the Rockies in which 

there was considerable mountaineering interest. A heavy 

overcast, with light rain, had blanketed the Rockies for 

several days, but Willie felt that if the usual spring weath-

er pattern held the sky should clear and we would enjoy a 

period of good weather. 

Out spirits were high as we hiked up above Kinney Lake 

under our ponchos late Sunday afternoon. We felt fortunate 

to fled this often attempted ridge, the prime objective of 

our trip, still unclimbed. 

True to Willie's forecast, Monday morning was clear, and 

we had our first impressive glimpses of the Emperor Ridge 

from the west. From there, the mountain appears as a near-

ly perfect high angle pyramid, very much like the Matter-

horn. Even more impressive than the lower massif was a 

view along the upper, low-angle portion of the ridge where 

tooth-like ice blocks, which line its crest, had a transluc-

ent quality, back-lighted by early morning sunlight. 

Crossing the stream just below Berg Lake was an adven-

ture itself. This ice-cold stream was waist deep and very 

swift. We were happy to drop our packs and establish our 

high camp at about 8,000 feet, where the ridge has an 

inflection. The climb to that point was over scree and 

rotten shale slabs, and required only trivial route finding 

to surmount the rock steps typical of those found through-

out the Canadian Rockies. From our high camp the view 

of surrounding peaks that afternoon was a beautiful alpine 

panorama enhanced by a multitude of very active and 

threatening cumulus clouds. 

Our tent complained loudly in the high wind throughout 

the night, and we awoke in blowing snow and hail. 

Robson's cloud cap was on and extended well down over 

the upper rock portion of the ridge. The weather was un-

certain, but I had dealt with the cloud cap before,1  so we 

I climbed Robson solo from the south in July, 1959, ang-
ling directly up from Little Robson to the summit along 
the west margin of the hanging glacier.  

used for direct aid. The ridge line was often a true knife 

edge, and we side-stepped, using the axe for balance. We 

were almost grateful for the cloud cap, for during occas-

ional partial clearings the terrifying exposure from our 

knife-thin ridge was revealed. Kinney Lake was visible 

8,000 feet below on our right. The Northwest and North 

faces fell away for about a mile at an angle in excess of 

decided to start the climb and to turn back only if it 

looked like we were in for an extensive storm. This de-

cision was natural for weekend and short vacation climb-

ers like Ron and me who, if they climb at all, cannot 

afford the luxury of waiting out the weather. 

Icicles and verglas, covered with light fresh snow, com-

plicated the high angle rock portion of the climb. Direct 

aid using crampons and pitons, to which poor purchase 

was offered by the rotten shale, was required to regain the 

ridge after a short traverse to the right to avoid the full 

force of the wind. Snow and ice-covered slabs of an un-

comfortable angle followed. Reaching the crest, Ron and I, 

barely able to communicate in the gale, were faced with 

an ice-covered overhanging rock projection. We were 

tempted to turn back. It was already two o'clock, and it 

seemed as though we were being swallowed up by the 

cloud cap at the top of the high angle portion of the ridge. 

A false lead ended our attempt to pass the rock obstacle 

to the left, but its slightly overhanging face was finally 

forced directly with protection from surprisingly solid 

pitons. This difficult pitch brought me to a moderate gully 

leading to the ice blocks we had come to cope with. Wind 

played such havoc with our rope that strong pressure and 

many sharp tugs were required to convince Perla, who was 

out of view, that I was safe and on belay. He had been 

subjected to considerable mental and physical anguish 

during this long and frightening lead, as his belay position 

was on the ridge crest, exposed to the full force of the icy 

wind. Our perseverance was rewarded, for we were able to 

move rapidly along the first ice blocks from belay to belay 

in spite of the wind. Our technique was to establish a 

solid axe belay on one ice block and thread out 150-foot 

rope alternately on the left and right side of subsequent 

blocks. It was occasionally necessary to chop away over-

hanging portions of blocks, and several ice pitons were 

to page 23, please 
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Kent Frost Photo (Courtesy of R. Goldman and The Sierra Club) 

Angel Arch, in the Needles Country of Utah, is a sculptor's delight. There is no easy way of climbing to the top of it. It 
is about 165 feet high and 150 feet wide, located in Angel Canyon, a branch off Salt Creek Canyon, and is reahed only 
by hiking to its base. Just beyond Angel Canyon is a tiny box canyon with almost inacessible cliff dwellers' ruins on 

three different ledges. 

6 SUMMIT, APRIL 1962 



NAVAJO 

0 
UTE MOUNTAIN 

INDIAN 

RESERVATION 

AL.HAMBR 
orsi WHEN r ROCK 

MONUMENT 
INDIAN 

 

GOULDINGS 
TRADING THE CROSSING 

OF THE FATHERS 

MUSIC TEMPLE 

R A I
N
T

T
O
L
W

A4
BAGD

. 
 E 

SUO
NAVAJO MTN. 

F'REHISTOR IC RUINS 
OF ABORIGINES 

W PONCHO HOUSE 
fewlim efi ..imot Rm. yak...ow iro

mtritziAl .16 • ,•••• • i• •••• 
TO FOUR STATE CORNERS . 

IN THE UNITED STATES 
A 

Water 

Et. 10416 

PACK 1-00GE  
TRAIL 

4 
WM. 

RESERVATION ZASS2;39 
MONUMENT 

VALLEY I '4 

Paradox VI 

0 

La Sal Jct. 

SIXSHOOTER 
PK. 

THE NEEDLES 

COUNTRY 

CLIFF 
DWELLINGS 

mr. MILLERS 
EL. 1Q650 

MANTI LA SAL Monticello 
L. ABAJO MTNS EL. 7050  

'I‘., 
EL.. 11019 

i 
MT. ABAJO PK, 

LINNAEUS • EL.. 11357  
NATIONAL FOREST 

DRY' 
MESA 

TOLL 
FERRY 

Hit 

Egnar 

*5 Ucolo 
7 Northdale 

ova Cree 

WACHOMO ,9°59 +Pk i  4 
(EDWIN) BRID 

40 
WESTWATER RUINS • 

 (-121 

sp, NG 215  
SPRING 

PREHISLIC 
CAVE SPRING 

0 

NAVAJO 22 
qR EAT I • 

GOOSE NECKSSPRNG.  
OF THE 

Squaw Pt. 

HACKBERRY 
ELY CANYON 

A NYON 
--- G"._-'17  Tr McElmo 

OUP 

ROVENWEER 

, NAT'L. MON. 

CAJON CANYON 

NATURAL 
BRIDGES 

NA TL MON. 
SIPA U 

(AUGUSTA) BF? 1 DGE 9   
• 

Blanding 

C., N. WOODENSHOE 
SUTTE 

KACHIN 
LCAROLINE1BRIDG 

MOSS SACK 

NATURAL 

BRIDGES 

NAT 'L. 
:fl'n SNOW FLAT 0 

SPRING CAVE se 

III  PREHISTORIC 
MON. CAVE SPRING 41 is - , 

CIGARET  
SPRING CAV

TE
E 743 450° 

San Juan 

MT. ELLSWORTH 
EL. 8150 

HOLE-IN-THE-ROC 

Mexican 
Hat 

oc
, NAVAJO 

TOTEM 
POLE 
Dinnehotso 

INDIAN RESERVATION 

a 

C H 

TOWER 
ouTre 

°reek 

A 

the n.eedles cou.n.try- 

In the heart of the proposed Canyonlands National Park, 

in southeastern Utah, lies what is known as the Needles-

Country —beautiful, wild, some of it *still unexplored. 

The center of the Needles is Chesler Park. Here you will 

find sandstone pinnacles ranging from 50 to 300 feet high, 

several grassy meadows to camp in, and many nearby cliff 

dwellings and petroglyphs. From Chesler Park it is, a two-

mile hike to lovely Druid Arch; another spectacular forma-

tion is Angel Arch, located in Angel Canyon branching off 

Salt Creek. 

Petroglyphs and cliff dwellings are everywhere. There is  

one cliff dwelling in Horse Canyon that is 200 feet above 

the canyon floor in a vertical pillar that will make you 

wonder how the early people did it. 

You can drive to the Needles Country in a four-wheel-

drive vehicle over very rough terrain. It is necessary to 

take in a full supply of water as the only water available 

in the area is at Squaw Springs, some distance from 

Chesler Park. Also, you can arrange for a guided jeep tour 

of the Needles by writing to Kent Frost, Monticello, Utah. 

Details of the area can be found on The Needles, Utah 

topographic map. 
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Druid Arch is one of the Needles' 
finest arches and is reached by a 
two-mile, two-hour hike from Chesler 
Park down Elephant Canyon. Arrows 
indicate people. 

The spires range from 50 to 300 
feet high. On closer examination, the 
spires have billows and folds and 
pleats that lure explorers on and on. 
You can spend hours inching through 
narrow passages without retracing 
paths. 

Kent Frost Photo (Courtesy of R. Goldman and The Sierra Club) 

Photo by Rosalie Goldman 

"Newspaper Rock" is the name 
given to this wall of petroglyphs in 
Indian Creek Canyon. Throughout the 
Needles area, you will find ancient 
symbols and carvings on the walls 
of the canyon. 



Castle Arch is just one of the many 

impressive natural formations in the 

Utah Needles. The whole area is 

studded with ancient cliff dwellings. 

There are ledge ruins in Horse Can-

yon reserved for exploration some-

day by expert rock climbers, since 

the rooms are located 200 feet above 

the canyon floor in a vertical pillar. 
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"I cannot imagine climbing without huts," declared the 

tall, blond, young Austrian with whom we were exchanging 

climbing experiences as we waited out a slorm within the 

thick stone walls of a climbing hut in the Austrian Alps. 

To us, on the other hand, backpacking, tents, sleeping-

bags, dehydrated foods, and campfires were all such an 

integral part of mountain climbing in North America that 

we had found the Alpine hut system equally hard to imag-

ine without sampling it. 

In the summer of 1961, our family of four visited huts in 

Austria, Switzerland, and France. Each of these accom-

modations had its own personality, yet appeared represen-

tative of the fine lodgings available to hikers and climbers 

all over the Alps. 

During our summer of sightseeing, my husband John, our 

teen-age daughters Vivian and Valerie, and I, spent a 

month in the mountains. From home we had taken rope, ice 

axes, and some clothing. In the wonderful sporting-goods 

stores of Innsbruck, we purchased the corduroy knickers 

and longsocks that virtually constitute a uniform for 

European climbers, new climbing boots, rucksacks, and 

other articles which we either needed or could not resist. 

We were restrained only by the fact that we were traveling 

in a Volkswagen sedan of limited capacity. 

The Inn River Country 

From Innsbruck, the highway ran west up the valley of 

the great Inn River. Guided by the excellent Esso road 

map to Austria that we had obtained in the United States, 

we left the Inn valley on the road which goes south up the 

canyon of the Otz into the Otztaler Alps. The country was 

rocky and wild; yet on every flat spot of the valley, and 

on the steep hillsides above, grew intensely green hay-

fields, lawn-like where recently cut, here waving with 

white and lavender wild flowers, there blossoming with 

potato patches. Forests darkened the ridges. Cascades 

dashed down the gullies. Tiny churches perched on cliffs, 

and castle ruins on occasional promontories. Villages 

clung to unlikely spots, the houses bright with window-

boxes. Scythes, oxen and diminutive tractors provided a 

mixture of old and new. 
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Late in the afternoon, after a drive of about fifty miles 

fr9m Innsbruck, we reached Zwiesselstein. The road which 

continued to Vent (where we expected to take the trail to 

Breslauer Hate next day) here became unpaved and nar-

rowed appreciably. A big official sign in German looked 

as if we ought to read it. With many references to our 

dictionary, we figured out that this was a one-way road, 

and cars could start up only on the odd hours. With an 

hour to wait, we had dinner at the nearby inn, and watched 

children drive cows and goats through town. 

We Reach Timberline 

One could go by bus to Vent—the small blue bus that 

jounced past us certainly made the trip faster than we did. 

The steep but well-maintained road clung to the side of a 

V-shaped canyon, far above a roaring glacial stream. Even 

this precipitous canyon was devoted to raising hay; the 

cleared fields, almost standing on edge, alternated with 

uncleared pastures, rocks, and woodland. The cattle were 

either fenced in the natural pastures, or were at higher 

elevations. Whole families were cutting and raking hay in 

the pleasant evening. A bundle of hay sailed on an over-

head cable from upper fields to a barnyard. Some farms 

had their own little chapels. 

Forty-five minutes after entering the one-way road, we 

reached Vent, at timberline. We found rooms in a rangy, 

scrubbed-clean hotel. The somewhat bleak rooms were lit 

by dim electric bulbs and, like most European hotel rooms, 

were equipped with featherbeds and new washbowls. Out-

side of doors, in the corridor, stood patrons' climbing 

boots—muddy in the evening, clean and shiny next morn-

ing—what service! 

We breakfasted under the haughty gaze of a stuffed 

chamois. This animal is called "Gemse" in Austria, where 

many dining-room walls are hung with the mounted horns 

of antelope and deer. The European breakfast consists 

typically of hard rolls, a big bowl heaped with curls of 

sweet butter, jam or honey, and steaming pots of coffee 

and hot milk. At the table we spread out our Wanderkarte 

of the Otztaler Alpen. For each mountain area we visited, 

we found available splendid topographical maps, on a 
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.A.I.AIDO-part aaistria, By Ruth Dyer Mendenhall 

scale of 1:50000, usually annotated in several languages: 

German, French, English, and perhaps Italian. The sym-

bols indicated roads, trails, altitudes, glaciers, accommo-

dations, etc. 

Vent was shown at 1,896 meters (about 6,219 feet) eleva-

tion. The Breslauer Witte, on the shoulder of the Wild-

spitze, is one of several huts in the area connected by 

The Breslaueraitte in Austria 
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trails and operated by the German-Austrian Alpine Club. 

Its elevation was given as 2,848 meters (about 9,341 feet). 

We left our spare belongings in the car at the foot of the 

trail. 

The path or "Bergweg" zigzagged upward through flower-

filled meadows. Fog and drifting rain softened the view of 

the sharp rock sentinel, the Talleit, across the valley from 

which we were climbing, and blotted out the other peaks 

of dark rock and spotless glaciers which we knew sur-

rounded us. Many climbers and hikers passed us on their 

way down, murmuring a cheerful "Gruss Gott" in greeting 

—or, if we were eating, "Guten Appetit" or "Bon appetit." 

Brownish-gray cows, lean and athletic, grazed on the 

slopes, bells tinkling, hoofs placed with precision. A 

flock of sheep was strewn over the higher meadows. Among 

the grass and clover bloomed wild flowers that changed 

and grew smaller with the altitude: daisies, asters, forget-

me-nots, the gray-belled silene, yellow and orange dande-

lions, monkshood, pale pink yarrow, half a dozen kinds of 

bluebells, silken pasque flower seedheads, buttercups, the 

strange braunelle, heather, and gentians. Some were like 

the flowers found in the mountains of the North American 

West, some entirely different. 

On a shoulder above, there loomed out of the mist a 

square, many-windowed building of gray stone, gay with 

the red and white shutters so common in Austria, in the 

same pattern as their flag. We crossed a stream, passed 

under a supply cable, and arrived at our first Alpine Hut. 

"Newcomers Who Can't Read!" 

We entered a chilly concrete vestibule; this led to 

another entryway where, as it turned out, one was meant 

to shed one's raincoat, ice axe, and muddy boots. Unable 

to read the signs, all in German and some in German 

script, we proceeded into the sitting-room, where groups 

sat around long tables, eating or playing cards. Nobody 

paid any attention to us—until we set foot (literally 

speaking) in the kitchen. This caused the people in charge 

to point at our boots with a horrified exclamation of 

"Schuhe!" We hastily backed out again. Now marked as 

newcomers who couldn't read, we were assigned by a 
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american climbers seldom visit austrian 

continued from previous page 

smiling young woman to a bunk room upstairs. Soon we 

were enough at home to be drinking tea in the sitting-room 

(with our boots off) . 

This hut was well-built, well-run, well-stocked and com-

fortable. It was constructed of cut stone, with walls from 

eighteen to thirty inches thick. There were two wings, four 

stories high on the downhill side and three on the uphill 

side, connected in such a way that it seemed like one 

building on the inside. Nearby stood the original hut, a 

small rock structure dating back to 1882. 

The Hut 

A downstairs room called the "winter room" was appar-

ently available to ski mountaineers when the rest of the 

building was closed. The entryways led to two main rooms 

about forty feet long, panelled and beamed with dark wood. 

Their deep-silled windows looked out on three sides over 

wild mountain scenery. One of these rooms, apparently 

reserved for overflow crowds, was now closed off, and 

very cold. The main room in use at present was furnished 

with benches, chairs, and four long tables. It was con-

nected by an open doorway to a clean, homelike kitchen 

which doubled as the living-room for the family and others 

who ran the hut. From the large kitchen range emanated 

the only heat in the building. If it seemed that the kitchen 

warmth sometimes penetrated only slightly to the main 

room hung with wet clothes, one had only to take a trip 

upstairs to the frigid sleeping-rooms to appreciate the 

downstairs temperature. 

The staff seemed to consist of the sturdy housewife, who 

spoke some English, and her husband (they had two little 

boys), an older couple, several maids, and the Austrian 

engineering student. The maids kept the entire place spot-

lessly clean. 

The Breslauer did not have the "mattress room" or dorm-

itory found in some of these huts; apparently it had been 

converted into the staff's living quarters. There were quite 

a number of small bedrooms on the two upper floors. Ours 

was furnished with a key for the door, an electric light, 

one chair, a shelf, several clothes-hooks, and two double-

deck bunks. Each bunk had a comfortable mattress (up-

holstered in material woven with an Edelweiss design); 
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three wool blankets (enough, but just barely), a pillow, 

and even a "wedge" to raise the mattress at the head, as 

with most European beds. The small room was panelled in 

light wood. The double casement window, set in the two-

foot stone walls, looked out on a hillside of tiny plants 

among reddish granite rocks, and on constantly falling 

snow. 

Sanitary facilities consisted of a sort of indoor privy—

we had never seen one before, though they turned out to 

be not at all unusual in the Alpine regions, and quite con-

venient in storms. It was well to have one's own supply of 

paper. One washed outdoors in water dipped from a tub of 

water collected from the roof. 

At this hut one could bring some, all, or none of one's 

food. On the advice of Summit Magazine ("Innocents in 

the Alps" by Philip C. Ritterbush, September 1960), we 

brought along bread, butter, sausage, cheese, tea bags, 

instant coffee, and chocolate bars, and planned to buy the 

rest of our food at the hut. This worked out so well that 

we followed the same system later in the summer. One 

could order food or drink at any time of the day, starting 

at 4:30 a.m. or earlier, as the place existed entirely for 

the convenience of climbers. It seemed a luxury indeed to 

come in from a stormy hike or climb, and be able to have 

hot soup or tea served at once. Other beverages available 

were hot or cold wine and hot lemonade. Some of the main 

dishes we had for dinner were roast beef and potatoes, a 

sort of hash of fried potatoes and sausage called 

"Tiroler GrOstl," and an unusual mixture of flavored, fried 

wheat mush, egg and powdered sugar called (I think) 

"Schmaden." 

Cost 

Prices were very moderate. Our room cost approximately 

56¢ per person per night. A big bowl of soup, or a liter of 

hot water, cost 3 Austrian Schillings or 12¢ each. Ready-

made tea was much higher. The main dish for dinner varied 

in price from 12 to 16 Austrian Schillings, or from 48¢ to 

64¢ a serving. Members of the club that owns the hut 

receive greatly reduced rates. 

This hut was stocked by pulling supplies, food, and 

firewood up from RofenhOfe, near Vent, by cable. A gener-

ator, far enough below the hut so it could not be heard, 
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huts 

provided electricity. The water was pumped from a stream 

or spring below hut-level, the water-power itself activating 

the pump—not always a reliable system, so they said. 

There was running water in the kitchen, but nobody there 

seemed to actually drink water. In spite of all the hot 

drinks available, we Americans got very thirsty for plain 

cold water; the cook was glad to give it to us when we 

asked. We were told that all the Club huts in Austria were 

staffed and stocked. 

During our few days there, we did some climbing, includ-

ing the Wildspitze, 3,772 meters (12,372 feet), the highest 

peak in the Tyrol. However, because of the stormy weather, 

our stay served primarily as a rest in our travels, and a 

chance to observe the comings and goings of the hardy-

looking European climbers and hikers, of which there were 

perhaps forty or fifty a day. The majority were young men, 

but there were also entire families, and a fair proportion of 

older men and women, tanned, fit and cheerful, clean, well-

dressed, and modest in their ways. Our Austrian student 

friend, the only person there who spoke English really 

well, told us that about fifteen percent of the people who 

came there were Austrian, many were German, some were 

Scandinavia, perhaps ten Englishmen came a week, but 

never an American. 

The atmosphere of the hut was restful, quiet, friendly, 

and easy-going. Groups or solitary hikers came and went 
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in the mud, rain, and snow. They sat about with hot 

drinks, reading, playing games, laughing, or talking quiet-

ly in the soft, gentle voices so noticeable on the Conti-

nent. We were somewhat cut off from social contact by the 

language barrier, and whiled away our time reading, writ-

ing, eating, attempting a translation of the poster for 

"Bergwanderers" that named wild flowers not to be 

picked, and making use of the picturesque rubber stamp 

which bore the name and statistics of the Breslauer Hate. 

When the girls started a chess game, they were immediate-

ly surrounded by multi-lingual kibitzers who excitedly and 

unintelligibly advised them on this international game. 

Sitting out the seemingly endless snowstorm that went 

on methodically day after day, night after night, one came 

fully to appreciate the fact that in such a climate, these 

huts make climbing possible, or at least safer and far, far 

more popular than it could otherwise be in this beautiful 

mountain range. Reciprocally, the popularity and great 

patronage of the lodgings makes their building and main-

tenance feasible. The German-Austrian Alpine Club 

(Deutschen und Osterreichischen Alpen-Verein or DOAV) 

has 175,000 members! No wonder it can maintain this 

chain of hotel-like "huts"! 

On the fourth morning, snow still drifted lazily down out-

side the window of our bedroom. We decided to go to 

Switzerland. 

13 



Junior Mountaineers' work party crossing the East Fork of the Foss River on way to Trout Lake. Each hiker carried his 
own sleeping bag and share of the food. The boys carried the extras —shovels, picks, and axes. Some of the boys carried 
50 pounds, but most of the girls got by with 25-pound packs. 

junior mountaineers 

The Mountaineers, a Washington mountaineering club, has 

a lively group of junior members. Once a year they under-

take a work party for the public good. One year they built 

a new mountain trail. Other years they rehabilitated a 

mountain cabin, and installed an emergency cache in a 

remote section of the Cascades. This year they volun-

teered their services to the "Outdoor Good Manners Asso-

ciation." At the suggestion of the Association, the group 

spent a weekend cleaning up two alpine lakes, Trout and 

Copper Lakes, on the west fork of the Foss River near the 

town of Skykomish, Washington. 
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In spite of a beautiful weekend that would have made 

superb climbing, twenty-two Juniors, Forest Ranger Toni 

Geri, and Bill Zauche, Chairman of the Outdoor Good Man-

ners Association, made the five-mile hike to the lakes. 

Why? 

Why do "sportsmen" leave a litter? There are a few 

hunters and fishermen that just don't care. They are inter-

ested only in catching the fish or bagging a deer. Fortu-

nately, these men are in the minority. Most of the litter 

trouble comes from the thoughtlessness of those who do 
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The land crew gathering garbage at Copper Lake. The Juniors filled 43 gunny sacks in the immediate vicinity of the 
camp. 

(Photos by the Authors) 

clean up "sportsmen" litter 
By Bob and Ira Spring 

not realize how many hundreds of people are actually 

using the same wilderness campsites. 

There is no garbage collection at wilderness campsites, 

so each camper must dispose of his own. Even under ideal 

conditions, a tin can will not rust away for five years, and 

on the bottom of a mountain lake, cans will take at least 

ten years to disappear. Bottles, aluminum foil, and plastic 

will stay there forever. Even conscientious campers who 

bury their garbage add to the mess when a bear digs up 

their litter a week later. The only answer is a deep pit 

such as provided by the Forest Service or, as the Good 
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Manners Association advocates, "burn what you can and 

carry the rest home." After all, as they point out, if you 

can carry in a full can, you can easily carry out an empty 

one. 

Ranger Geri offered a price to the Junior who found the 

most useful item and another prize for the most useless 

object. Judy Hansen won the first prize for a fishing spoon 

she found hooked on a large tin can she dove for. Mike 

Murphy got the booby prize for a hard boiled egg with a 

half-developed chicken in it. 

15 
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The land crew flattened cans and 

broke bottles so they would take 

less room in the garbage pit. Flat-

tening cans is hard work, but all 

agreed it was easier than digging 

more garbage pits in the rocky earth. 

Jim Knisely learns about one of 

the hazards of litterbugs and gives 

Judy Williamson a chance to prac-

tice her basic first aid training. Jim, 

who spends his summers on a fire 

lookout, cut his foot on a bre,zen 

bottle in Trout Lake. 



When the work was done, the group 
cleared the garbage out of their sys-
tem with a dip in the cold mountain 
lake. 

You call this work? Forest Ranger 
Toni Geri was assigned to accom-
pany the Juniors and supervise the 
clean-up activities. Obviously, the 
Ranger seems to be enjoying his 
work. 
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Pete's Point (9,675 feet) in the Wallowa Mountains. 

simi touring 
The Wallowa Mount,iins of northeastern Oregon have long 

been a favorite spot for summertime camping and hiking. 

To most skiers they are just a series of white humps off 

the road to Sun Valley, but reports from parties who have 

visited the area in winter and spring indicate it is superb 

ski-touring country. 

From the north, the Wallowas are approached through 

Pendleton, Oregon—either by U.S. 30 through La Grande 

or via Spout Springs and Tollgate—then by Oregon State 

Highway 82 through Enterprise and Joseph. The road from 

Joseph is ploughed to its terminus at the South end of 

Wallowa Lake. 

Frank Fickeisen, who has visited the area with groups 

of skiers from Seattle, Washington, reports that the area 

around Aneroid Lake is attractive to skiers. Six miles by 

trail from the end of the road, a cabin at the lake makes a 
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pleasant base for ski-climbs of Pete's Point, Aneroid 

Mountain and other nearby peaks. 

Arrangements for use of the cabin can be made with 

Keith Wilson of Joseph, Oregon. The trail, up the East 

Fork of the Wallowa River, is not easy to follow when 

covered by snow and a map is well worth while—Cornu-

copia Quadrangle in the U.S.G.S. 15 Minute Topographic 

Series. 

South from Aneroid Lake, Pete's Point (9,675 feet) is 

a pleasant goal for an easy day's skiing. A three-hour 

climb—on skis until bare rocks make the going too rough 

—puts you on top. Slopes on the north, and a large bowl 

on the east side of Pete's Point provide alternate ski 

descents. 

Aneroid Mountain (9,702 feet) involves a slightly longer 

trip—south again, from the cabin, up a short gully to a 
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On the trail: Party traversing the east side of Pete's Point. Wallowa Mountains, Oregon. Photos by the author 

in. the -vcraalowa,s 
snow shelf, then a traverse through Tenderfoot Basin and 

up gentle slopes scattered with small trees. Again, the 

summit is reached on foot over exposed rocks, but there 

is ample skiing on the lower slopes. 

Six-day Loop Tour 

Slightly to the east there is fine touring country up 

Hurricane Creek, in Lake Basin and along both forks of 

of the Lostine River. Routes in these areas may be plotted 

on the Eagle Cap Quadrangle of the U.S.G.S. Topo map. 

In March, 1960, Klindt Vielbig and four companions 

undertook a six-day loop tour on skis. From Wallowa Lake 

they followed the West Fork of the Wallowa River to its 

source at Glacier Lake. Climbing about 500 feet over 

Glacier Pass, part of the party continued down to Lake 

Basin by way of a steep draw. Klindt and another skier 
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By Stella Degenhardt 

contoured along the ridge for a couple of miles before 

dropping down to Mirror Lake. 

This traverse afforded one of the most spectacular 

stretches of the trip and took them directly under the 

sheer face of Eagle Cap Mountain. 

From Lake Basin the party climbed a ridge on the way 

to Minam Lake, then skied down the Lostine River valley. 

Five peaks were climbed on the trip, including Eagle Cap 

Mountain (9,595 feet) and Elkhorn Peak. The weather was 

clear with excellent skiing and climbing conditions. 

Descriptions of the Wallowas by those who have skied 

there indicate the whole range is just a collection of 

steep, open slopes, covered with powder snow, intersected 

with sun-warmed-rock ridges at convenient intervals for 

lunch stops. Just the place for a ski tour! 
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Whenever mountain enthusiasts gather in conversation 

the talk usually touches on such points of common interest 

as trails, routes, and equipment. Friends and associates 

have shown so much interest in the hiking trip my wife and 

I took through part of the Cascade Mountains last summer 

that I think others might also be interested. 

Our trip consisted of a trail hike from the end of the 

Hannigan Pass road near Mt. Shuksan in northwestern 

Washington through part of the North Cascade Primitive 

Area and the relatively wild land north of the Glacier Peak 

Area to the head of Lake Chelan. It was a very leisurely 

trip, and the 85 odd trail-miles, plus numerous side trips, 

were accomplished in two weeks of easy hiking. Perhaps 

this all sounds fairly routine, but to us it was the crown-

ing event of the summer. Hiking day after day along forest 

trails and through timberline meadows gave life a zest and 

savor beyond description. The savor of these 14 days on 

the trail followed us long after our return to the routine of 

the work-a-day world. 

On July 29, my wife Margaret, John Spitzer, and I started 

up the trail from the end of the Hannigan Pass road. Four 

miles of continuous climbing brought us to the pass, which 

is on the western boundary of the North Cascade Primitive 

Area. There are open flower meadows on both sides of the 

pass and snow-covered Mount Ruth is on the south side of 

the pass with its wonderful views of the north side of 

Mt. Shuksan and the great Nooksack Cirque. On the east 

side of the pass, the trail descends rapidly, first through 

meadows, then through open forest. 

Our packs made themselves known on the seven miles of 

downhill grade from Hannigan Pass to U.S. Cabin. The 

cabin was marked on the map but we didn't know if it was 

going to be a public shelter or a locked patrol cabin. We 

were happy to find that it is an open Adirondack-type 

shelter, with the added luxuries of stove and wooden 

bunks. The second day of our march dawned clear and 

perfect. The trail followed a couple more miles down 
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Chilliwack Creek and then branched, the east branch 

being our route to Whatcom Pass. 

The approximate five miles from the confluence of Brush 

Creek and Chilliwack Creek are delightful traveling. Views 

of the high country became more frequent and as we gained 

altitude and neared the end of the valley, Whatcom Peak 

was very much in evidence. We were surprised to find that 

the Forest Service had built a new shelter just this season 

about 21/2  miles on the west side of the pass. We were sur-

prised at this new construction because we were only too 

aware of the ridiculously small budget which is allocated 

for trail maintenance and construction. The old Topto 

shelter, about a mile to the west of the pass, is in fairly 

good condition and would have been a welcome haven for 

us had the weather turned bad during our stay at Whatcom 

Pass. Arriving at Whatcom Pass was a great experience 

for us and definitely one of the high points of the trip. 

We took care in setting up our camp at the Pass (or 

rather, slightly above the pass) so that we would have a 

good view of Mt. Challenger, a major peak on the northern 

end of the Pickett Range. So wild and beautiful was this 

mountain that we spent three days looking at it and when 

it was time for us to leave, we hadn't seen enough of it. 

On the first full day of Whatcom Pass, we climbed a high 

point on the ridge on the north side of the pass. From this 

point, at an elevation of about 6,900 feet, we had a fine 

view of the northern end of the Pickett Range, Mounts 

Shuksan and Baker back in the direction from which we 

had come, and the Chilliwack group to the north. Another 

day, our last full day at Whatcom Pass, we spent climbing 

a ridge on Whatcom Peak. All too soon we had to begin 

the 27-mile hike to Diablo Dam where we were to pick up 

supplies for our second week and leave John with his 

narents. As we picked up our packs and looked around the 

pass for the last time this trip, we hoped that the next 

time we would see this place it would still be as wild and 

beautiful and free of man's works and trash. 
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trip in the northern cascades 
By Bob Albrecht 

The trail to Twin Rocks Shelter, about two miles east of 

Whatcom Pass, is good, but parts of the next five miles to 

Stillwell Shelter were brushy. We camped that night at 

Mt. Logan 

IL\ 
-• Park Creek Pass 

• • 

Boston Peak 

The weather was cloudy and unsettled for the day and a 

half that we were near Diablo but Sunday, the start of our 

second week of hiking, was bright, clear, and cool. The 

U.S. Forest Service fire guard at Reflector Bar Guard 

didn't know the condition of the Thunder Creek trail, but 

told us that he thought it had been worked a year ago. 

When we got ten miles up the trail, we found a little sign, 
"Trail Abandoned Beyond This Point." Just beyond that 

the trail disappeared into a sea of ten-foot-high brush. To 

get around it we climbed the ridge on the east side of the 
river and contoured around above the brush line. After 

about three-quarters of a mile, the valley floor was again 
Hidden Lake Peaks 

Stillwell Shelter on the north side of Beaver Pass, by 

Beaver Creek. Early the next morning we started up over 

Beaver Pass. There is a very nice shelter about one-half 

mile on the south side of Beaver Pass. After seeing it, I 

wished that we had hiked the extra 21/2  miles and stayed 

there the night before. Thursday night was spent at Ten 

Mile Shelter. Perhaps its name is derived from its approxi-

mate distance from Ross Dam. The weather remained clear 

but the night spent at Ten Mile Shelter was warm and 

muggy. In hiking the trail from below Whatcom Pass to 

Ross Dam, you travel through a beautiful forest such as 

once covered the entire western slope of the Cascade 

Mountains. These trees are part of the Ross Lake water-

shed and are in the North Cascade Primitive Area. With 

vigilance on our part, other generations may know their 

solitude and experience the joys and challenge of wilder-

ness travel. 

Friday we hiked from Ten Mile Shelter to Ross Lake and 

then along the lake to Ross Dam. Even though it was get-

ting very cloudy, we had many fine views of the southern 
Picketts during the five-mile hike along Ross Lake. When 

we reached the resort at Ross Dam, a swim in the lake 

was enjoyed. 
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covered with trees, and we descended and found the trail. 

The forest and, therefore the trail, was continuous for 

another mile. After this refreshing stretch of trail, the 

brush resumed again, but this time access to the ridge 

was not so easy, and I was forced to employ the mad bull 

approach. This technique, which is not generally recom-

mended and is rarely enjoyable, worked fairly well here 

because there was enough of the trail remaining to serve 

as a runway. After a glorious half hour of this, we were 

happily back in the forest again and enjoying easy walk-

ing. We finally made camp by some abandoned mine build-

ings and a U.S.G.S. snow survey cabin at 6 p.m. By that 

time we were a couple of very tired backpackers. 

The following day we continued toward Park Creek Pass; 

views of the high country became more frequent, and we 
were excited about getting back to timberline. It is the 
world of alpine meadows, snow, rock and sky that we 
dearly love, but this forested wilderness approach gave 
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Panorama 0/ 01 the Northern ezckett Kange taken from high poznt on rzdge(6,900 feet) on the north side of 'w"h atcom Pass. Photo by Bob Albrecht 7 I 7 

depth, meaning, and background to the alpine country we 

were approaching. On looking back, I wish we had taken 

an extra day and camped at a lovely spot at the confluence 

of Thunder and Skagit Queen Creeks. From there we could 

have explored the Skagit Queen Creek Trail which, accord-

ing to the map, goes back into some interesting country. 

About five miles below Park Creek Pass, the forest be-

comes more and more open, with rock slides accounting 

for most of these open spots. Not until we were within 

about 31/2  miles of the pass, just below the timberline 

meadows, did the brush get really bad again. 

The next couple of hours were spent crashing through, 

walking around, and crawling under very high and tough 

willow brush. It took us two hours to travel the one mile 

between the edge of the timber and the alpine meadows. 

We, had planned to ,hike to the pass that afternoon, but 

when at 4 p.m. we arrived at a likely looking alpine mead-

ow, we decided to camp. It was wonderful to feel the cold 

winds blowing down from the snows of Mt. Buckner and to 

be once again at timberline. We took sponge baths in the 

brook that is the headwaters of Thunder Creek to wash off 

the sweat of two days of hiking and bushwhacking. The 

Bob and Margaret after one week on the trail. 

next day we packed up and proceeded toward Park Creek 

Pass, but it was through open flower meadows, rather than 

brush, and most of the time we could follow the trail. At 

noon we reached another high point of our trip —the summit 

of Park Creek Pass. The pass actually crosses the Cas-

cade crest in a north-south direction, because in this 

area the crest is going in an east-west direction. Park 

Creek Pass itself is a rather narrow defile between Mounts 

Buckner and Logan. The terrain in the immediate vicinity 

of the pass changes abruptly as one crosses from north to 

south. On the north side of the pass it is steep and rocky, 

and on the south side there are lovely meadows and num-

erous camping spots. We roamed these meadows and 

climbed the surrounding ridges for several days. During 

the last night we were at Park Creek Pass, I was awak-

ened several times by deer, with whom we were evidently 

sharing the meadow. Everytime I looked up, one of the 

deer seemed to be looking into the tent. 

As our two-week tour neared its end, we regretfully 

picked up our packs to walk the remaining seven miles to 

the Stehekin River Road and thence to Stehekin Landing 

at the northern end of Lake Chelan. 

We have been asked if we were not worn out and famished 

after our two weeks on the trail. On the contrary, because 

of good weather and careful planning of food and equip-

ment, we felt more fit and rested and as well-nourished as 

when we began the trip. 

Notes on Equipment 

Weight of the packs at the beginning of the first -week: 

Bob's, 371/2  lbs.; Margi's, 221/2  lbs. 

Packs: Kelty 

Sleeping Bags: Gerry Alpine Sleepers 

Tent: Gerry Mountain Tent 

Cruiser Axe 

Usual mountain travel essentials: 

Knife, compass, maps, warm clothes which included a 

down vest, parka, etc., matches, First Aid kit, toilet 

articles, sun glasses. 

Quadrangle Maps: Concrete, 60 min.; Shuksan, 15 min.; 

Challenger, 15 min.; Glacier Peak, 30 min.; Stehekin, 30 

min. 
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sixty degrees. The North face was a sheet of blue ice, 

punctuated occasionally by sharp projections. 

Our progress was interrupted after about a half dozen 

rope lengths at a point where several ice blocks were 

missing, and rock showed through. At this point, for the 

second and last time, we were victims of a natural tenden-

cy to traverse past obstacles on the ridge. Again, much 

time and unnecessarily difficult ice climbing was required 

to regain the ridge. Over thirty rope lengths were required 

to traverse the ice-pinnacled portion of the ridge, but at no 

point did this portion of the climb bore us. These ice pin-

nacles perch on a rock ridge which is already a knife  

day's climb seemed unnecessarily severe in view of our 

fourth alternative; (4) Descend the route I had used for 

ascent and descent two years ago. We chose the latter 

alternative. I had climbed this route solo in five hours 

from a camp just above timberline and had descended in 

less than three hours. I was reasonably confident that I 

would be able to find my old route, but was concerned 

about the condition of an extremely hazardous traverse 

along ledges sheathed with verglas beneath an overhang-

ing ice fall. 

The extremely narrow field of view offered by the cloud 

cap made route finding difficult, for Robson is a massive 

PAT. ROBSON continued from page five 

edge. The left side of the pinnacles is a continuation of 

the slope of the north face, and they precariously overhang 

the south slope. 

As we neared the summit, the ice blocks were larger, and 

we sank deeper into the snow. We trenched around the left 

side of some of the larger blocks to avoid gaining and 

lo§ing so much altitude and to put Jess strain on the ap-

parently fragile bond between the blocks and the ridge. 

One of the most memorable moments of my mountaineering 

career occurred when the cloud cap parted completely, as 

we neared the summit, and lit our route along the ridge. It 

appeared that the cap might break, but after reaching the 

summit at 7:30 p.m., we waited in vain for a view of our 

intended descent along the Wishbone Arete. 

We anticipated a bivouac and were prepared with extra 

warm clothing, a stove, and dried foods. We had decided 

that, unless we were sure of reaching a considerably more 

comfortable location, we would make our bivouac on the 

summit itself. This romantic idea did not materialize as 

we had imagined, for our "cozy" ice cave, which we fash-

ioned with little effort in a portion of a conveniently 

shaped crevasse, was as uncomfortable an accommodation 

as either of us could remember, and we dozed only briefly 

near morning. 

We arose to a fantasy world of wind and snow and weird 

ice formations. We could see for only a radius of about 50 

to 100 feet, as the weather had not slackened. We consid-

ered four alternatives: (1) Wait for the weather to lift, but 

how long this would be we did not know, and the discom-

fort of our haven was too fresh in our minds to take this 

option; (2) Descend the Wishbone as planned, but this 

route was unfamiliar to us, and I had only studied that 

route in photographs; (3) Retrace our route along the 

Emperor. I tended to favor this option since we knew con-

ditions along the ridge, and we would climb directly down 

to our camp, but the problems and exposure of the previous 
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peak; we literally stumbled onto the key traverse after 

backtracking only once to insure that we did not come 

upon the ice fall from above. Conditions on the steep upper 

slopes, which had been such a joy to climb two years ago, 

forced us to drive ice pitons and belay every step. Four to 

six inches of wet, heavy snow covered glass-smooth ice 

formed by the warm spring. Our progress was slow and 

deliberate. 

The view of the traverse beneath the ice fall was terrify-

ing. Although I recognized several specific features in the 

ledges and ice fall, I would never have imagined that a 

route led along that precipitous, ice-plastered wall. Ron 

could not believe his eyes when he saw the route we were 

committed to. The descent had already been more harrow-

ing than our ascent, and the section ahead looked impos-

sible. 

The cloud cap was starting to lift, which helped greatly 

in the tricky ledge-switching required to negotiate the 

traverse. I am not certain that a variety of routes could 

not be forced along these ledges, but in several places, 

after making false leads along the wrong ledge, I found 

myself making familiar moves. And many difficult moves 

were required. It was occasionally necessary to cling to 

holds where water was running, and on one occasion the 

water gushed down my pant legs after soaking my heavy 

parka. Conditions were far worse than I had previously 

encountered here. We alternately drove ice and rock pitons 

to protect some leads. Many steps were cut and, at one 

point, a short rappel was necessary from a piton anchored 

in an ice block. The traverse wound in and out from under 

the overhanging ice where water and ice blocks occasion-

ally fell twenty or thirty feet out from our route. The ob-

jective danger was great, but we finished the traverse 

without mishap and romped down to Little Robson col in 

the sunshine. Twelve hours had elapsed when we reached 

my campsite of two years ago. 
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zip door and mosquito netting 

weighs just 29 ounces 

Inc. 
P.O. Box 910 

Boulder, Colorado Write for free catalog. 
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Kiddie Carriers 
offer you the ultimate in 
comfort and flexibility 

• 
• 
• 
• 
• 
• 
• 
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Dear Editor: 
Since writing the paper on acclimati-

zation, I read Mitchell, "Nutrition and 
Resistence to Climatic Stress in Man" 
(1949), a synopsis of 2nd WW and related 
researches. It was suggested that once 
a person is accustomed to a particular 
climate, dietary supplements of salt are 
unnecessary. Bodily adjustments lead to 
very low concentration of salt in the 
sweat. It was also stated that drinking 
water at repeated intervals, whenever 
thirsty, leads to greater efficiency than 
just drinking lots at meals. 
Having checked this information, I am 

forced to conclude that salt supplements 
are of use only in the first few days of 
adjustment to a warm environment. 

Curt Beebe 
Burlington, Vermont 

• 
BABY SLING 
An inexpensive carrier 
that supports baby in 
natural position astride 
hip. $3.95 

e.  0 KIDDIE CARRIER 

Her that has adjustable 
A compact piggyback car. 

straps and folds to 
pocket size. $4.59 
  

0  • KIDDIE PACK 

• 

A 24 oz. frame carrier 
with storage space 
der se.at. Car seat 
adapter available for 
$1.98. $14.95 • 

• 
• 
4, Prices include postage. 

We gift ship. 
Satisfaction guaranteed. 

See at baby and sports shops. 
Send for free folder. • 

Oeivev Veacised 
Box 998 Boulder, Colo. • 

• • • • • • • • • • 

THE INCOMPARABLE 

for illustrated 
brochure, please write: 

A. I. KELTY MFG. CO. 
1807 VICTORY BOULEVARD 
P.O. BOX 3453 

GLENDALE 1, CALIFORNIA 

HIGH WORLDS of the Mountain Climber 

Photos by BOB 8. IRA SPRING 
Delightful text by Mountaineer HARVEY MANNING 

All the color, life and character in conquest of our 
Western Mountains with 142 giant pages of dramatic 
Spring-twin photographs in color and black and 
white: rock spires, ice-scapes, action and people. 
Fireside climbing for the mountaineer or dreamer. 
Autographed $10.00 postpaid 

The Springs 
18809 Olympic View Drive, Edmonds, Washington 

Dear Editor: 
Perhaps it would be a good idea if 

certain of the readers of Summit were re-
minded of these words of Frank Smythe 
which are found in his book, Climbs in 
the Canadian Rockies: 

"My experience of using one piton dur-
ing an ascent in thirty years of moun-
taineering is that I did not justly win a 
new mountain top. It turned a stiff pitch 
which I flunked into one quite absurdly 
easy. . . This is from the point of view 
of the genuine mountaineer who is jeal-
ous of mountaineering as a sport in 
which the climber climbs with certain 
equipment deemed essential such as 
nailed or rubber-soled boots, an ice-axe, 
crampons, rope, and warm clothing, and 
the Matching of strength, skill, and 
courage against the difficulties of the 
mountain. 

"To climb to the summit of a mountain 
merely for expediency or self-publicity 
is absolutely contrary to the spirit of 
the climber himself and to the spirit of 
his sport. 
"It is knowing where to draw the line 

that counts in life. 
Supposing it was the regular 

thing for all mountaineers to use pitons 
on their climbs, would it not be a sign 
of the degeneracy of man? Would it not 
mean that he had no longer a desire to 
risk himself, no longer a spirit of enter-
prise and initiative? 

tt. . . If a mountain cannot be climbed 
we respect it the more, and its untrod-
den summit remains an inspiration to all 
who behold it. To climb it by artificial 
methods, to knock pitons in all the way 
up it in order merely to get to the top, is 
a profanation of that mountain and of the 
sport of mountaineering." 

Chet Hedden 
Worthington, Ohio 

Dear Editor: 
May I add my voice to that of Doctor 

Houston and second his statements. 
Leigh Ortenburger 
Palo Alto, California 

'917-o-ur 
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THE LARGEST EXHIBIT OF 

LIGHTWEIGHT CAMPING EQUIPMENT 

IN THE SOUTHWEST 

(see our new expanded store and stock) 

you can't ask for a better way of choosing your camping needs. 

highland's permanent equipment exhibition shows you hundreds of items of camping and climbing gear. 

tents are pitched. 

cooking gear set out. 

an extensive selection of camping accessories completes the picture. 

See and examine what you buy at our catalog sales store (52 pages of the world's finest quality equipment!). 

you can buy with confidence from HIGHLAND —everything we sell is "on approval." 

YOU must be satisfied! 

Store Hours: 11-5 Tuesdays through Fridays; Saturdays 9-5. April through August: Open every evening 7-9. 

Location: Corner Eighth and Main Streets, downtown Riverside, above Morris Plan Offices. Across street from United States National Bank. 

SEE THE FOLLOWING LINES OF EQUIPMENT 

Thomas Black & Sons — Holubar — Camptors 
Highland "Lazy Backpacker" — Sigg — Stubai 

BOOTS: Bass — Kronhofer — Pivetta 

STOVES: Primus — Optimus — Bleuet 

Pyro and Sky-Line Cookers 

Bergans Ruc-Sacs — Kelty Packs 

Plymouth Goldline — Columbian Rope 

Li-Lc Air Beds 

Dri-Lite Foods — Horlicks Survival Rations 

HUNDREDS OF SLEEPING BAGS - PACKS - TENTS - CLOTHING & ACCESSORIES 

HIGHLAND Outlitteu 
P.O. Box 121, Riverside, California 

(Home of the "Lazy I3ackpacker" 13rand) 



THIRSTING FOR THE MOUNTAINS? 
A book, can provide hours of enjoyment at home! 

MOUNTAIN WORLD 1960/61 $6.75 

MOUNTAIN WORLD 1959/60; 

1956/57; 1955; 1954 $6.00 

CHALLENGE by Irwin. A fine collection 

of mountaineering stories, now out of 

print. $3.75 

LONELY CHALLENGE by Buhl. $3.00 

MANUAL OF SKI MOUNTAINEERING 

edited by Brower. Many illustrations. 
NEW! $3.75 

Shipped postpaid. Cash with order. 

Irg!!!!!!!!!!!11 
THE SKI HUT 

1615 University Avenue 
Berkeley, California 

The essence of mountaineering is a 

multiplicity of experiences and emotions 

that have nothing to do with whether one 

is climbing Everest or El Capitan or 

Pilot Knob. Everest and El Capitan are 

symbols, and that is to say nothing 

against them. They may be good climbs, 

or they may not. The quality of a climb 

is a very specific thing. It varies much 

from peak to peak, climber to climber, 

and day to day. It is largely a matter of 

philosophy and, dare I say, of method. 

Indeed, climbing is an art. It is sus-

ceptible to innumerable variations de-

pendent upon the materials, the imagi-

nation, and the skill of the climber. 

There is no sterotype of what is best, 

and it may not be fair to compare some 

climbs to others. At the same time, there 

are recognizable levels of excellence. 

Some climbs are achievements of great-

er skill and finesse and imagination and 

daring than others. Some ways of doing 

a climb are in these respects greater 

achievements than other ways of doing 

the same climb. The conditions imposed 

by the peak, voluntarily by the climbers, 

or by chance are immensely variable, 

and some conditions are more demanding 

than others. 

But excellence should not be confused 

with value. Excellence is a public mat- 

faltboote 
German Hammer 

Foldboats 
DOUBLE AND SINGLE SEATERS 

AT ATTRACTIVE PRICES. 

SAILING EQUIPMENT & ACCESSORIES. 

WRITE OR CALL FOR LITERATURE. 

Rolf Godon 
15 California Street, San Francisco 

GArfield 1-2274 
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ter subject to debate. But value is not. 

There is no medium of exchange. What 

was a climb worth? To whom? To one 

person it was a day's work worth a 

day's keep and little more. To another 

person it was the adventure of a life-

time. Debate is irrelevant. 

One man's goal is to climb Everest, 

and that may mean many things to him. 

Another's goal may be to climb a certain 

unknown crack, to do it smoothly, and 

to look back on a rope descending free 

of the wall to the belayer. Still another's 

goal may be to walk up the trail to some 

inauspicious summit, but with a particu-

lar way of walking, or seeing, or feeling, 

or knowing. Or perhaps, a summit is un-

important. Perhaps it is the goal itself 

that is to be determined by the moment. 

Mountaineering is a sum of fleeting 

moments. Mountains and mountaineers 

are inclined to many caprices. There are 

failures and successes. The line be-

tween is elusive, often shifting with 

one's angle of view. There is little room 
for certainty before the fact, and much 

room for contemplation after it. 

CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING 

Ten cents per word. Payment must be 

enclosed with all orders. 

MOUNTAIN WORLD 1954 AND 1955: 

Two out of print books again available, 

new, $6.00 each postpaid. Dwight E. 

Deal, 317 Kearney, Apt. 2, Laramie, 

Wyoming. 

COLORADO WILDERNESS trips: Three 

ten-day trips into Maroon Snowmass Wild 

area, others by reservation. M & F 

RANCH, Route 1, Box 59, Carbondale, 

Colorado. 

PACK TRIPS by burro with Snowmass 

Wilderness Guide Service, P.O. Box 446, 

Aspen, Colorado. 

Expandable ALUMINUM PACKFRAME 

KIT. America's newest design. No weld-

ing used. Free information. Dealer in-

quiries. NORMAN'S, Box 605, Sunnyvale, 

California. 

MOUNTAINEERING SUPPLY: Black's 

sleeping bags, Optimus stoves, Fritsch 

and Stubai iron, Beardmore dehydrated 

foods, Eureka tents, Zedo packs, etc. 

Send for catalog, 897 St. David's Lane, 

Schenectady, New York. 
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The Measures of Mountaineering 

By Michael Loughman 



Boulder • Colorado 
(catalog on request) 

Scouts-Campers-Fishermen-Hunters 

Backpacker s-Mountaineer s-Climber s 

BASIC 
MOUNTAINEERING 

The only book of its kind, 
designed to provide the basic 

knowledge necessary to travel 
safely in the mountains and the 
desert. Presented in a concise, 
illustrated, highly readable form. 

$2.00 a copy-or quantity rates. 

Sierra Club, San Diego Chapter B 

P. 0. B. 525 San Diego, California 

Where Experts 
Come 

to Buy 
Join this 251-year-old sportsmen's 
cooperative whose members include 
mountaineers, professional guides, 
'campers, skiers, skin divers, sports-
men and scout leaders. Domestic 
and imported articles carefully 

screened and tested before they are offered. 
You enjoy low co-op prices and profit-sharing 
plan. Write for catalog. 

Reeteatioaae Efecipoteat ?sic. 
DEPT. S 

523 PIKE ST., SEATTLE 1, WASH. 

DAWSON'S BOOK SHOP 
New and old books on mountains and 

mountaineering. Ask for our latest 

list. 

330 S. FIG UEROA ST. 
LOS ANGELES 17, CALIFORNIA 

MADISON 6-6729 

The Wild Cascades 
Monthly newsletter of the 

North Cascades Conservation Council 

"To secure the support of the people and 
the government in the protection and 
preservation of scenic, scientific, wild-
life, wilderness, and outdoor recreational 
resource values in the North Cascades.." 

$2.00 per year 
Rt. 2, Box 6652 Free sample copy 

Issaquah, Washington on request 

New Limmer Custom made climbing boot 

One seam construction on upper makes 

for strength, comfort and water proof ness 

Leather lined throughout 

Foam padding on top of upper 

Double stitched, and soles are cemented 

and screwed on 

Our boots have served well in all parts 

of the world, and were chosen to be 

exhibited in Moscow 

Write for measuring directions 

Guaranteed satisfactory fit 

Price $32.50 plus postage 
PETER LIMMER AND SONS 

Intervale, New Hampshire 

It's Easy! 

to subscribe to 

"Summit" 
Jot down your name and address on a 
postcard, address it to SUMMIT, Big 

Bear Lake, California. . . 

the current issue will be mailed you 
immediately—and a statement later. 

RATES: Only $4.00 per year 

SUMMIT • Big Bear Lake, California 

You Bet ... 

An American Rucksack 
And a Dandy! 

Aluminum Heliarc Welded Frame — Rump Pad — Flap Cover — Cover Straps 

Adjustable 
Shoulder Straps 

All Top Quality 
Materials 

Our Usual 
Guarantee 

— Your Satisfaction 
A Must 

Order Early! 

16 ounces 

Bottom Zippered 
Pocket 

Order Direct 
from this Ad 

ONLY 
$19.50 

1.95  excise 

$21.45 total 

Washington residents 
add 4% sales tax 

Budd Davis Packs 1150 No. 205th St., Seattle 33; Wash. 

See the Century 21 Fair April 21st to October 21st. 



1962 MOUNT McKINLEY EXPEDITION 

May 25 — June 8 

Open to anyone in good condition, has a 

desire to climb North America's highest 

peak and has some mountaineering ex-

perience. 

First of annual expedition. Highly org-

anized, led by professional mountain-

eers. Great opportunity for selected few. 

Party limited to 8 guests. Call or write 

now. 

Leader: Dick McGowan 

McKinley's West Buttress. Photo by John Day 

1962 MOUNT RAINIER CLIMBING SEMINAR 

Three 5-day Sessions at 10,000-foot Camp Muir 

July 4-8 • July 20-24 • August 10-14 

INCLUDING 

Snow — Ice — Glacier Climbing 

Crevasse Rescue Techniques 

Mountain Rescue Practice (High Alt.) 

Snow Camping & Bivouacking 

Evening Seminar Discussions 

Climb of Mount Rainier 

GUEST INSTRUCTORS 

Fred Beckey 

Ome Daiber 

Dee Molenaar 

Pete Schoening 

(July 20-24 Session, 3/4  registration as of Mar. 15) 

Camp Muir, 10,000 feet. Photo by Bob & Ira Spring 

SNOW — ICE — ROCK MOUNTAINEERING SCHOOLS • CLIMBS OF ALL PACIFIC NORTHWEST PEAKS 

Dick McGowan, Owner 
RAINIER GUIDE SERVACE & MOUNTAINEERING SCHOOL 

19828. 80th Place West, Edmonds, Washington • Prospect 6-1620 
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